The question of what compels writers to write and then to write particular stories is one that writers, readers and critics have been asking for centuries (Enza Gandolfo, 2014).
deliberate than speaking (Vygotsky, cited in Colyar 2009, p. 429) . Using the character Sienna, the story subconsciously, and then consciously, unravelled forms of grieving and guided its players (author, character, reader) toward reconciliation with loss and self. It was a story manipulated to find healing.
When my sister Flora died, I turned to what I knew: writing. My writing was a search, a journey, a coming through. Text shaped my silence. It shouted my chaos. When I write, I often start with a skeleton, a general idea, and then the writing shapes itself. Characters tell their story and the story's ending, like Sienna's, astonish me. To fully explore my grief in this story, it was essential to move the narrative geographically away from me. I divorced myself from my Tanzanian heritage, and found a point of reference in Botswana:
SEGOMOTSI-YOUR NAME means a comfort in Setswana. Few people here know you by that name; they call you Sienna. McBrown, the Aussie you married. Sienna McBrown. It is years since you travelled home. Botswana will be a stranger, the village of Lejwana even more. But with your parents gone, and without your sister Mokgosi-that means call for help-what is left to call home? (Bacon, 2016, p.1) In interrogating healing through storytelling and narrative, I will borrow more excerpts from my short story for this essay.
Autoethnographic research
As autoethnographic research, I am focusing in this essay on personal narrative reflexivity. I am drawing from my own personal feeling of discontinuity and mirroring awareness of being between worlds as an African migrant in Australia. Coupled with writing that offers selfknowledge in the wake of grief, I am applying the self as data.
Autoethnography is a method that combines characteristics of autobiography and ethnography-the study of "a culture's relational practices, common values and beliefs, and shared experiences" for the benefit of "insiders (cultural members) and outsiders (cultural strangers)" (Ellis, Adams & Bochner, 2011, 3) . Researcher Dwight Conquergood acknowledges ethnography as a distinctive research method whose participant-observation fieldwork privileges the body as a site of knowing (1991, p. 189) . In ethnography, the idea of the person shifts from that of a fixed, autonomous self to a polysemic site of articulation for multiple identities and voices (Conquergood 1991, p. 185) . The researcher is "betwixt and between worlds", a self-made refugee, in a "postmodern existence of border-crossing and life on the margins" (p. 185). Simply put ethnography is the art and science of describing a group or culture (Liamputtong & Ezzy, 1999, p.l53) .
As a subset of ethnography, autoethnography uses the self as data. Autoethnography is "an approach to research and writing and … seeks to describe and systematically analyse (graphy) personal experience (auto) in order to understand cultural experience (ethno)" (Ellis, Adams & Bochner, 2011, 1) . 'Auto' refers to the individual or self and 'ethno' is from the Greek term ethnos in reference to race, people or culture.
Applying the self as research data in Up close from afar, my autoethnography crossed genres and moved beyond literary and sociological borders (Devault, cited in Whiting, 2012, p. 288) . This is a concept that anthropologist Clifford Geertz in his book The Interpretation of Cultures (1973) refers to as "webs of significance" in which humans are suspended, where culture forms the webs and their analysis forms an interpretive science in search of meaning (p. 5).
In the 'lived experience' of studying my own grief (auto-ethnography) and that of Sienna's (ethnography), I am going beyond examining relational practices, common values and beliefs; I am now studying my own experience analytically, retrospectively and selectively. It is a contemplative exercise that allows me to write about an 'epiphany', one that stems from, or is made possible by, being part of or by possessing a particular identity (Ellis, Adams & Bochner, 2011, 4) . In the writing, I am attempting to explain how my response to the experiences is influenced by the cultural constructions in which I live. The drawn-in experience of observing my trauma means that, while I am its author, an 'other' outside the work, I am not divorced from the creative fiction. Rather I interact with it. I am coming at you, the reader, from an insider's perspective.
The protagonist Sienna is 'between cultures'. The narrative continues cultural anthropologist Renato Rosaldo's social analytical discussion on cultural borderlands in modern cities, encounters with 'difference' that pervade the everyday in urban settings (Rosaldo, 1993, p. 28) . To Sienna, here and back home offer different webs of meaning:
A girl is waiting at the shrink's office. She flicks through pages of a brand new issue of Women's Weekly. She is chewing gum. Flick, chew chew.
The receptionist ignores you both. Her face is sharp as a pin, her nose and ponytail equally harsh. Back home, you would chat to strangers like old friends; ask about their cows, their goats, their children. Here, folk don't do that.
The psychiatrist who retrieves you has dimples. His pensive face is complete with lines: forehead lines, crow's feet at the sidelines, Marionette lines run straight upwards from the corners of his mouth. His room is pristine, bland colours disallowed to touch your moods. The leather couch on which he swivels is like the two-dollar massage sofa at the Jam Factory in South Yarra. Your settee smells of leather. Nothing like the dusky cowhide on Uncle Kopano's chairs in Lejwana, unbleached skin and hair that smell of wet mud. This leather is coffee coloured, café latte. You recline, face up to the bland ceiling. (Bacon, 2016, p.1) Like Sienna, my 'lived experience' is that of having roots in multiple cultures. By crossing borders and acquiring "multiple identities and voices" (Conquergood, 1991, 185) , as a writer I find myself existing in the "zones of difference within and between cultures" (Rosaldo, 1993, 28) . This story borrows from cultural anthropologist Renato Rosaldo's work on cultural citizenship, ethical vs. cultural relativism, and how cultures are not separate; "they are not confined to their own individual museum cases", but rather "exist side by side in the same space" (Rosaldo, 2014, 14) .
As a migrant, I offer this fictional narrative as insight into the reality of a person who crosses borders to new worlds (that become home), who shifts from a "fixed, autonomous self" to "multiple identities and voices" (Conquergood, 1991, 185) . The narrative offers knowledge of being "betwixt and between worlds", a self-made refugee in a "postmodern existence of border-crossing and life on the margins" (1991: 185).
Narrative strategies
Where 'narration'-derived from the term 'narrate' or to tell-is the act or process of giving an account or a story, as of events, experiences, etc., 'narratology' in literary criticism is the analysis of narrative texts (Schmitz, 2008, p.43) . In interrogating my short story Up close from afar, I am using narratology to understand the role of subjectivity in the inflection of a character's being, their becoming, existence, or reality; predominantly its role in influencing how characters shape their dimensions and what constitutes their being. I am also using narratology to understand some of my own narrative strategies-the unique ways in which I tell a story.
I discuss in this section a number of narrative strategies that I applied in writing the short story, and these include characterisation, point of view, the self as subject and a transformation curve to the storyline that leads to resurrection alias healing.
Characterisation
Characterisation in Up close from afar was an important device to develop the trauma narrative. The psychiatrist, Dr Putnam, offers perspective. His role removes me, the invisible narrator manipulating Sienna, from the subjectivity of grief:
'How are you?' Dr Putnam. His voice is bland. It matches the room. 'Cross,' you say. 'Why cross?' 'Work sucks. Been thinking to leave.' Silence. 'Don't want them to be nice.' Silence. 'Employee assistance program, three days bereavement, cards, flowers …' (Bacon, 2016, p.1 -2).
In this excerpt, the character of Dr Putnam is impersonal. His voice is bland. He does not have to engage in dialogue. His mild nudging, or silence, provokes the protagonist to engage and share feelings of alienation, experienced at the workplace, with a complete stranger. His role almost neutralises the emotiveness of an otherwise subjective autoethnographic piece.
Point of view
As a you narrative (written in second person with 'you' as the personal pronoun), Up close from afar attempts a teasing out of fact versus fiction, and employs metalepsis (figurative substitution) to disorient or re-orient the reader's 'frame of expectation' (Fludernik, 2011, p.101) . The short story, in its use of the personal pronoun 'you', directly addresses an invisible reader, inviting them to examine how they identify with the text and unfolding events. This approach to writing encourages a writerly/readerly relationship that is not divorced but prosperous, with co-existence between the writer and reader: 'I'm glad you took EAP-that's why you are here,' says Dr Putnam. 'Didn't take the three days,' you say. 'Why didn't you take three days bereavement leave?' says Dr Putnam. Bland bland bland. 'It's called compassionate leave,' you say. 'Not bereavement leave.' 'Why didn't you take compassionate leave?' 'Took one day, worked the next. They gave me hugs. Checked on my feelings.' 'Why didn't you take the remaining two days?' 'Couldn't owe them. Didn't want to.' 'Do you mean the workplace?' You nod. 'Why didn't you want to owe them?' says Dr Putnam. 'Nice is hard,' you say. 'I preferred mean from them. I was thinking to leave before...' you choke. He hands you a tissue (Bacon, 2016, p.2).
Informed insider-cathartic autobiography
The short story also explores the potential of the self as subject, where cathartic autobiography introduces a transformation curve-in this case the stages of grief. Through the eyes of Sienna, in her weekly visits to the psychiatrist, I gazed upon my own hopelessness, agony and rage, alone in Melbourne, removed from my family back home in Africa. In writing the self into a larger story across boundaries and borders, into a space of resistance between the individual and the collective (Denshire, 2014, p. 834), I embraced the self as subject and became an informed insider and an outside participant: 'Take one tablet at night, the pharmacist at St Vincent's said. Night, day, does it matter? Makes me effin slur, forget to cry my river.' Silence.
'Fifty tablets 2mg each, a whole jar of stupid. You prescribed me 50 times of stupid. I don't want to slur. Four bloody times and I chucked the effin things. Feel free to refund me. Bucks anytime for 46 pills, won't take a raincheck I promise.' 'If you do the breathing exercises I showed you, we won't find a need to sedate you.' 'I'd rather breathe than effin slur, sleep bloody stupid.' (Bacon, 2016, pp.2-5) 
A resurrecting ending
For the trauma narrative to be effective, there were no Macbeths-the protagonist in William Shakespeare's play 'The Tragedy of Macbeth'. In Up close from afar curtains did not draw instantly upon a death. First there was death, and then came healing. The ending was uplifting. Gradually I introduced healing, gave the story a resurrecting finish:
A week. 
Adelaide: You need someone to give you a hug! Don't rush it with Tia. By all means try and get her ready but if she is late for school, she is late. Be kind to yourself.
Poppy bought you a little box of peace. You cannot find peace by avoiding life, Virginia Wolf said. Jackson gave you a baby card with a wispy red tree: 'Heartfelt condolences. May your heart and soul find peace and comfort during this time, hugs.' You liked Kara's landscape card: yellow, lime, cherry, navy and chocolate in a child's scrawl. Stick trees, dotted birds. A pink butterfly aloft. Kara wrote: 'In the world of spirit there is no such place as far away. Your sister exists in your love for her and her love for you. You will still be able to visit each other. Remember her and she will return.' Signed with a love heart. Dropping Tia to school was mechanical. At eight years old, she understood your grief. You said, 'Auntie Mokgosi has died. Remember she was sick?' Tia, clutched her schoolbag, nodded. 'Give momma a hug.' Hug.
On the way back, you didn't mind the couple holding hands who stared at you in the car park, tears blinding your Silence (Bacon, 2016, pp.5-9) .
A self-reflective conclusion
My essay achieves what it set out to do. It fits the kind of writing that Colyar terms "a method of inquiry as a means of illustrating" (2009, p.424) . In its subsections the essay exposes a written artefact (the short story) on death, an artefact that is also a metaphor for life. Both the essay and short story are products, processes, forms of invention, and instruments of selfreflection (2009, p. 421) . Together, they articulate what I know, and are tools whereby I come to understanding (2009, p. 422) . Through protagonist Sienna, I was able to comprehend and process my grief. In this grieving, I questioned my identity as an African Australian migrant, and how the fact of mourning in solitude emphasised my 'otherness'.
I set out to write Up close from afar to apprehend my own state of mourning, it was impossible to be objective. Like Sienna, when my sister Flora died I received prosaic text messages from colleagues. Like Sienna, I wrote back to some. This does not imply that each piece of my writing is the seed of a personal event.
Yet the writer as reader is connected with the character, with the story. Creation does not detach. Even the most reclusive writer connects with something. As Gandolfo says, the artist "cannot stand at a distanceobserving, watching -they have to become part of the person, thing, and event that they are creating" (2014, 21) . Integration with the work positions the author within a Freudian "process of sublimation": refining basic drives, such as those of grieving or aggression, and converting them into creative and intellectual activity (Carter, 2006, p. 72) .
Up close from afar was a narrative of grief, a burning story that remains cathartic. It offers knowledge, ever evolving. I still question why Flora died. Why she could not save herself, or be saved, in an era when the AIDS pandemic is meant to be manageable through anti-retroviral treatment.
